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awaiting the morning papers ; a youth walking along the middle
of the road smoking a pipe a yard long ; a drunken man trying
to get up a fight with a "barman concerning a small tricolour which
he carried. Many bars were open. I returned home at 5.5 and
wrote this at once.

Sunday, July ijth.

Yesterday at 7 p.m. after a week of slogging, I finished " Hugo "
which I thiTtV is my eighth novel. I have got that off my mind
and now this morning I lose a front tooth, just to be supplied
with a new worry.

Thursday, July 2,1st.

Last night Dr. Mackenzie brought Robert Barr to the Chat
Blanc. I had not seen him for several years.

Barr has known most people, including Mark Twain. He
said Mark told him that his average expenditure was 35,000
dollars a year, and that once when they got short he and his
wife went through all the accounts and found the only things
on which they could economize were Harper's Magazine and a
cheaper closet-paper. He told me he knew of Mark having
offers of 50,000 dollars for a series of lectures from Pond, and
52,000 dollars for 52 weekly articles from Hearst of the N.Y.
Journal.

Barr gave a lot of his own experiences as a journalist in America,
which would have been very interesting and amusing if Barr's
mind had any actual distinction.

Monday, July
I went down to Davrays on Saturday morning. We had tea at
* Robinson's * on the river in the afternoon, and I have never
been hotter than I was when walking there. Towards evening
we motored with the doctor to Barbizon and dined at " Les
Channettes". A fair dinner, bad wine, and the usual rotten
sort of crowd of guests that one finds at such a pension. Women
who are determined to make you perceive that they are old
habita& of the place and can use it as their own homes, children
behaving likewise and men merely fatuous. The drive home by
moonlight, ia and out of the forest, especially that part by the
banks of the Seine, was wonderful
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